920                    TENNYSON   AND   HIS   KRIKXDS
So ends my wife's short journal, and it only remai forme to sum up very briefly the impressions left up me, after a lapse of fifty, forty, thirty, twenty years, these visits to Farringford  which  once made, so larg< part of my interest and my happiness.
Little as I am able to put these impressions ii words, I can say with truth that no personality w which I have ever come in close touch, either seemed me at the time, or has seemed in later recollection, cover so large, so rich, and so diverse a held for vene tion, wonder, and regard.
Tennyson was, and is, to me the most remarka man that I have ever met. Often when I was with h whether in long walks or in his study, and when I ca to think of him silently afterwards, ! used to recall own lines on Wellington :
Our greatest yet with least pretenec , . ., Rich in saving common-sense, And, (is the greatest only art\ hi his simplicity sttbtttne.
Simple, natural, shrewd, humorous ; feeling strongly a vast variety of subjects, and saying freely just what felt; passing rapidly and easily from the gravest mat! of speculation or conduct to some trilling or amus incident of the moment, or some recollection of the yt of his youth ; he seemed to me unconscious of bein great man, though he must have known himself to one of the foremost thinkers, and quite, the. foren poet of his day. He was wholly free from affectat: He was never an actor of a part. There was about 1 always an atmosphere of truth.
Truth-teller was our Alfred numrd,
was a line that again and again recurred to the mem as one heard him speak out his mind either on men on politics, or on the deepest mysteries of philosophy